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Summary 


When the Sunset Shifts 

bv dahvun 


Fareeha has a secret. It's the kind of secret that waxes and wanes with the moon, and 
causes her to wake up in the middle of the woods with scattered memories and blood on 
her face. The kind of secret that could tear her relationship with Angela apart; figuratively 
and literally. 


Fareeha awoke to the feeling of underbmsh beneath her back, a collection of branches like 
fingernails hooking into her bare skin. Her head felt heavy and filled with snow, and as she sat up, 
a jolt of pain thundered past her temples. She let out a low groan, a noise sort of like a growl, and 
dug her thumbs into her aching skull, trying to massage it away. 

Her fingertips felt sticky, and when she looked down, they were caked with still-drying crimson. It 
settled in the creases of her knuckles and played hide-and-seek beneath her nails. Her palms felt 
stiff with it. Another low groan, and instinctively she moved to wipe her hands on her thighs 
before remembering those were bare and she'd just be smearing the redness on even more skin. 

All of this registered before she realised how cold it was. There was a layer of frosty morning dew 
in her hair, and white crystallisation decorated the earth around her. Everything smelled crisp like 
only winter could cause, a distinct, shocking clarity that muted the naturally gamey scent of the 
trees around her. 

Her flesh rose and prickled into goosebumps. They covered her like tiny little hills and valleys, a 
vain attempt at keeping her warm. She was entirely naked, and her skin stood no chance at 
keeping out the chill. She tilted her head up, squinting between the branches. The sun was hardly 


up, meaning it was probably around 8 a.m. Her memories were foggy after a certain point, but she 
remembered where she was, and figured she could be back in the city by 9:30. 

Fareeha pushed herself to her feet, taking her time. Her joints popped like gunshots, and her 
muscles felt tired and sore. It wasn't unusual. After the strain she couldn't remember but knew her 
body had gone through the night before, it wasn't surprising at all that her body reacted as though 
she had fallen down a flight or four of stairs. 

On clumsy legs shaking like crumbling cities, she started the walk back to her car. By now her 
feet had grown used to the terrain, and she didn't whimper or really even register when she 
stepped on sharp-tipped nettles or branches sharp like spears. The cuts would be healed in less 
than an hour, anyway. Trivial matters. 

Thankfully, her sense of direction was unfailingly accurate, and after about 15 minutes of 
shivering her way along a pathetic excuse for a woodland trail, she found her car. She'd left her 
keys tucked behind a rock nearby, and she pulled them out, pressing the unlock button and 
popping the trunk. Inside lay an odd collection of items. Three outfits, several bottles of water, a 
box of snacks, a pile of blankets, and a few sets of baby wipes. 

She took the last item out then walked over to look in the side mirror of her car. Blood sprinkled 
across her face like a strange constellation of crimson stars, and she scrubbed it clean. It lined her 
mouth, and somewhere in the back of her mind, she had the distinct thought that it looked a little 
lik e Angela’s lipstick. It made her feel sick, and she scrubbed her chapped bps so hard that they 
cracked like ice and released little intricate trails of blood. 

Her hands came next, and she cleaned as much from beneath her nails as she could. One was 
shredded, and as she cleaned it, it stalled a dull, throbbing ache that matched her rapid heartbeat. 
She curled her hand into a fist, putting pressure on it, not caring that it made the pain that much 
more distinctly obvious. 

She returned the wipes from the trunk, and clothes came next. A pair of jeans, an oversized 
jumper, and converse. Nothing much, but it would do. As the fabric covered her body, she sighed 
out at the warmth, relieved. She grabbed a bottle of water and a bag of pretzels next, and climbed 
into the driver's seat. She pulled her sunglasses out of the cupholder and flipped down the visor to 
study herself in the mirror. Her eyes looked tired and feral, and as she spread her lips into what 
should have been a smile, her teeth glinted a little sharper than normal. It would all fade soon, 
though. 

The sunglasses were pressed up on to her nose, shielding her face. She downed half of the bottle 
of water in one sip, feeling it claw at the rawness in her throat, freezing cold from being in the 
trunk all night. The pretzels came next, hard enough they hurt her teeth. She didn't really care. Her 
body hardly registered pain anymore. 

Once she felt a little less exhausted and addled, her muscles decided to cooperate, and she started 
the car and began the drive back home. The radio played in the background, and she was far 
enough out of the city that it was mostly just static occasionally underlined with a distant rhythm 
that felt like it came from miles away. Annoyed, she slammed her hand against the power button, 
silencing the noise. 

An hour later, she walked into her apartment, dropping her keys on the counter. Shower first, she 
decided. Then sleep. 

She'd left her phone on the charger in the kitchen, and she pulled it off, powering it on. After a 
moment, she was greeted with a missed call and two texts from Angela. Usually Fareeha texted 
her good morning by 7 in the morning, so she understood the other girl was probably worried. She 



sent her a greeting and an apology, saying she'd woken with a headache and decided to sleep in a 
couple of hours. 


Oh no, you poor thing. I was going to ask if you wanted to do dinner, but if you don't feel good, 
that's fine. I could always come over with advil and movies!!! 

Fareeha felt like her muscles were made from wet sand, but Angela's overzealous use of 
exclamation points made her lips twitch into a smile. She just wanted to catch up on the sleep she 
hadn't gotten last night, but she couldn't turn her girl down. Angela was truly her one redemption 
in all of this. 

Dinner sounds great! Where and when ? Gonna hop in the shower, btw 

She sent the message then left her phone on the bathroom counter as she stripped. She'd only 
worn the clothes for an hour, but they already smelled like trees and held the distinct, cloying tang 
of dried blood she hadn't managed to shake from her skin. So she balled them up and threw them 
in the hamper, then stepped into water she'd turned up so it was scalding and steaming as it pelted 
her skin. 

As she closed her eyes and tipped her head back, letting burning droplets flow down her cheeks, a 
raw, hazy collection of memories returned. They were only snippets, like a DVD that had been 
scratched then maybe ran over with a car so all it did was play clips that jumped about with no 
purpose. With shitty camera work, to boot. 

She remembered heaving, hot breaths creating opaque clouds in the woods lit only by the dripping 
diamond light of the stars and the full moon. She remembered strength in her muscles and fire in 
her chest and hunger in her belly. She remembered hunting and stalking. She remembered screams 
and blood like the taste of old pennies in her mouth. 

Her eyes flickered open, and she had to lean against the tile to steady herself. Her body felt heavy, 
a burdensome thing. She wished she could leave it. Wished she could unzip her skin and step out 
of it and find another body to fit her skeleton into. She lifted shaking hands, studying the way the 
water running over her fingers was stained with little rivers of red. Of blood. Blood of someone 
who she had torn apart when she'd lost all control. 

Maybe they'd had a family. Maybe they'd had friends. Maybe they'd had a job or maybe they'd 
been in college or maybe they'd been a horrible serial sex offender being hunted by the FBI. 

Whatever they were, they had a story, and she'd tom out the final pages and scribbled "THE 
END" in their blood. The guilt felt like acid. 

She wanted to cry, but her body wouldn't produce the tears. So instead she just let out dry, painful 
sobs for a while, shaking against the wall. Her thoughts echoed over and over, a single word, 
slashed into a canvas by vicious claws. 

monster. 

Monster. 

MONSTER. 

It grew from a whisper to a scream, pounding against her eardrums. Fareeha wanted to crack open 
her head and take her brain out to get it to shut up. Instead, she scrubbed shampoo through her 
hair then abruptly shut the shower off. She dried herself off roughly with the towel, painting her 
skin even redder than the hot water had. 



When she grabbed her phone again, Angela had texted her once more, and just seeing her name 
on the screen turned down the volume of the guilt shouting in her head. Angela loved her, at least. 

Not that she knew the truth. 

Not that she'd love her anymore if she found out. 

Yay! I’ll surprise you. A driver will pick you up at 5:45. Dress nice but not your-best-dress nice. (: 
(■■ 

Fareeha texted her back, then set the phone down, falling into the warmth of her bed. 

You need to tell her eventually. 

The thought was one she had often. Multiple times a day. It drilled at her brain every damn 
second, it felt like. But she couldn't tell Angela. She just couldn't. And by now, she'd gotten good 
at hiding it. From everyone. She'd made mistakes before, but now it had been years and she felt 
like a seasoned expert. So maybe she needed to tell Angela, but she didn't have to. 

At least, that's what she tried to tell herself. 

With all of her strength, Fareeha shook off the thoughts, falling instead into the clutches of a brief 
and fitful sleep. 
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